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A » VOVRTU or JULY CELEBRATION."
" from every temple of the free
A nation's song ajoeuds to Hnven!"

| Whtftier.

What American heart does not take a quicker
pulsation on the morning of " Independence
Day?'" The urchins.the miniature men of the

next generation.jump from their cribs to realize

day-dreams of fire-crackers, torpedos, and a great
"noise in the world." Their enthusiasm usually
exhales literally, as does that of their fathers too

often figuratively, in smoke. Careful mammas

awake in trembling for the consequenoes of the

jiy and not without reason, as the yearly increasing
record of accidents testifies. Many are

startled by this wanton risk of life and limb int^o
an outcry against all celebration of the day. " Let

it sink back into its old unmarked place in the

calendar,'' say they; " its deed will remain with

us not the less; for it is immortal.the deed of

Liberty!"
Yes.and for that reason the day is immortal,

too. It rests not with rulers, nor yet with communities,
to decide whether the Fourth of July

shall be celebrated or not. It needs no proclamation
like our annual Thanksgiving Day ; nor can

a State or city be cheated out of it by a misanthropic
Governor one single year. It is graven

on the heart of every man and woman who knows
what freedom is; and of every little child who
has heard or read of Revolutionary battles on his
school-bench, and is ready to toss up a little gunpowder

as an earnest of the way " he would have
served the regulars!"
There are some.their number is increasing in

a rapid ratio, thank Heaven.to whom that sunriserecalls the shame of America as well as her

glory; who remember with swelling hearts that
" While she boasts of Liberty,

'Neath Slavery's iron sway
Three millions of ber people lie
On Independence bay!"

May He who gave her " a name to live " among
the nations, crown that gift by a moral vukjtetuinee

that shall wash every stain from her robee;
that shall baptize her as the youngest, fairest-born
of Liberty.the Uueen of Earth!
Among the many safety-valves that have been

devised for the " explosive patriotism" alluded to

above, the most efficacious has been some celebrationof a character solid enough to steady the
heads of the giddy public, substituted for the
rfiisAy frolics of old. Of these, " Sabbath Sohool
celebrations," as they are styled.though worn
nut of novelty in many parts of the Eastern
States, and neglected or perverted in others.
have yet been perhaps the most widely popular
and the most useful. At " the West," they have
not yet passed the zenith of their popularity;
into our district, indeed.as I shall proceed to
show.they have been but lately introduced.
The Sabbath School itself is a very different

thing, as it approaches the frontiers of civilization,from what it was when nestling within the
walls reared by a religious and enlightened community.In New Eugland, it is the satellite of
the church; in Iowa, Wisconsin, and Minnesota,
it is more commonly the nucleus of a church, or

(to use a more appropriate figure) the foundation
wione upon wmcn tne superstructure gradually
rises.rude at first, but by degrees polished to a

goodly temple." Those who, in the more favoredportion of our States, contribute their mites
to furnish our Sabbath Schools with the cheap
libraries that are the " meat and drink " of their
popularity, will measure the circle of vibration of
those little u coins cast into the treasury !"

Hut I was speaking of "the Fourth" You
will already have inferred, perhaps, from this long
digression, that ours was a 44 Sabbath Sobool cele-
bration.'' One of those men who " go about doinggood" to children had visited the little flock
gathered into our Sabbath School a few months
previously, and stimulated their young energies
and imaginations by holdiig up the prospect of
such a gathering as they had never yet witnessed
upon the approaching Fourth of July, 184., to
be holden in " Pic-nic Grove," close upon the
borders of Prairie de la Fleur.
Of course, as it was quite " a new thing under

the sun," and a country affair, it oocaaioned no
little stir. Ragged children, who had never beforethought of keeping the 8abbath, or of attendingohurch, any more than the 44 chip-munks" in
the woods, when they heard their playmates boast
of "the big meeting that was to be," began to
think the Sabbath School something worthy of
their consideration. Our class papers recorded
quite an accession of such volunteers within a few
wesks. Their motives certainly were not wholly
unexceptionable, and some may look in censure
upon anything which thus seixes upon the mind
directly through the medium of the senses. I
VltAaa tl.i At « ~

.ion me principle end ita practice may be
<*tried too far. Bat what ehild Arwt enter* the
Sabbath School from a sincere, unalloyed deeire to
l«arn the truth 7 1 do not know that any of our
binjg of new recruits failed to report itself as

regularly as its predecessors through the whole
season.
The preparations for the grand day were of

various kinds The mammas and aunts in generalbestirred themselves in behalf of the juvenile
appetites that were to be congregated, not to mentionthe title of the county, whose ecrutiny would
scan the tables. An extraordinary demand was
made upon the long arms of the windmill, and
bigs of "first quality Hour" had a more rapidcirculation than usual. Innumerable were the
baskets and pans of buna, biscuits, cookies, and
doughnuts, (not to extend the catalogue of daintiesthrough the alphabet,) that stood heaped in
the soattered prairie cupboards on the eveningprevious to the all-important morn.

Preparations still more important to the honorof the prairie meanwhile had been going on in its
most thickly, or rather least thinly, settled district.As the plaoe of rendezvous was severalmiles away, vehiolee must be arranged, enitableto1 rausport the pride of the prairie in the etyle becomingsuch an oooaaion. This, together with caparisoningthe horses that wera to havatha honor°f laboring in our aervloe, was the peculiar work'fthe lordlier eex. Both "young men and maidens, 'bcwtver, united their energiee upon one point,t ic very climax of our would-be glory, vis: the"'f which was to float in triumph ovar onr prairieprocession
"a that memorable afternoon, "pursuant toadjournment," the " Prairie Presbyterian SewingMrole " |which included, I may remark in pace->ag, maay bestdee Preebyteriaaa, sad many who''ould bettor tow than teu, as you shall sea) metu **lra sesaioa at the house of one of ite most

lonored members, the wife of a wealthy landhold- n

r, whose specious mansion offered ample elbow- t

room for the execution of the desired project, v

\ bout half a doien girls.being the number with- p
in a mile's distance that oould be spared from c

jooking-stove and ctke-baking.sat primly, with c

thimble and needle-book in hand, in conclave with f
10 many of the prairie lads, any of whom (with cm- c

to-be-noted exception) oould wield a pitchfork r

with far more grace and effect than a needle. f
"Our flag" was the "order of the day." Its s

dimensions had been previously decided, and the »

necessary purchases of clotb, &.C., intrusted to an f
able agent.none other than the pedagogue who t

was bearing brief sway in the log school-house. J

lie was there of oourse, with his face in its most <

business-like trim. The great aim of the ambi- '
tious among us was to make our flag larger aud '
more splendid than the flag of any other section 1

With this laudable end in view, the cloth was 1

carefully divided into enormous strips, and the '

workers ranged themselves along opposite ends I
of a long room, stretching their work between 1

them, and approaching with every stitch. The <

youths, meantime, whose ambitious anxiety would <

not allow them to tear themselves away from the <

scene or inaction, \\v fnw.j iwi »%«.«

jokes until they were tired, took up needles in
retj restlessness, and made a bold intrusion into
" woman's sphere." They met with no mercy of
oourse in their bungling; attempts.

" What giant stitches!" shouted qpe and another
merry girl. " Oh! but it's all you gentlemen
know about sewing!"

" I know something about it, please you !" asserteda foreigner, who had hitherto kept himself
quite aloof, coming forward to Tindicite the in-
suited "rights of man." "Gite me a needle,
miss, if you please."

" W ill you take a thuitf/le, sir ?" asked one, de-
uj u rely.
"Not unless you base a big iron one, I thank

you; I don't deal with playthings. Laugh on!
you shall laugh the other way presently !"
And, seating himself on a low stool, he commencedwhining the needle to the astonishment

of the assembled party, who crowded around to
criticise his stitches but no; there they stood as

smooth and regular as a battalion of soldiers!
The mystery was soon unfolded.

" Don't you erer tell a gentlemen he can't sew,
or do anything else, again I" he said, triumphantly,yielding up his needle and seat to the former
occupant. "I'll tell you how it is. You see.
when we came orer frotn the 'old oountry,' we

set up that windmill yonder on the prairie. There
was scarce a house thereabouts standing then,
and nobody to stitch the sails; so we boys just
put to it, with big thimbles; and it was strongly
they had to be joined, too, to bra»e the prairie
winds and storms. That's my experience, misses!"
The d ig was to bear simply ths ' stars and

stripes " of olden date, with the name and motto
of oar Sabbath School. The Btripes were already
stamped upon the cloth ; their twinkling compun-
ions existed as yet only in our imaginations.
After the important needle-work was finished,
the matter of filling the starless firmament of blue
cambric became more serious.
"Can naebody gie us the pattern of a star?"

anxiously asked the matron of the little oompany.
Uuere.how many points ought it to have?

five, six, seven, or so on indefinitely? The
44 school-master " ought to know, certainly, and
he confessed his ignorance to be culpable, but he
frowned, doubted, and finally shook his head
Meanwhile several with scissors and paper were

attempting a practical elucidation of the problem,
with but very awkward success.

44 If it had four points!" said the battled schoolmaster,folding a bit of paper twice over with a

mathematical air; but he was forced to shake his
wise head again, and the stars seemed likely to
rest peacefully in the chaos of "gold and silver
paper," from which they were to be evoked. " Invention" for once seemed likely to fail her
44 mother necessity."

44 Give me the scissors !" said one of the youngestof the group, at last. "Have you a pair of
com passes, Mrs. ?"
The article was an almost unheard-of one. but

a pencil and cord were substituted for it. With
this, the circumference of the star was drawn,
divided, and cut, while the circle silently looked
on. The pattern was passed to the tall pedagogue,who scrutinized if carefully, and finally
solemnly pronounced the star of the young lady's
creation mathematically perfect in every point,
and entirely satisfactory. She accordingly was
installed as the star-maker, if not44 the star" of the
evening. 44Chaos" was soon transformed, aud
its stars pasted into their plaoes. A discussion as
to their number occupied some minutes. The
narrow dimensions of the firmament, in proportionto the size of the orbs that brightened it, led
the party to give decision in favor of the 44 Old
Thirteen." So the flag was fairly in trim for
glory ; and all went home to dream of Independenceday! j

[to be concluoed in ouk next.]

AGRICULTURE AM MECHANISM.
Below is No. '20 of the popular series of essays '

on Agricultural Geology, by Mr. Holbrook. The
subject of this number is particularly appropriate
at this season of the year, the opening of spring ;
especially so, both to schools and fatuities at the
"heart of the nation." "Cahinstk of Nathhk
and Art "is the subjeot of this number. Most
of the schools, and very many of the families, in
Washington, have made a beginning in collecting
specimens for their use. Some such collections
are large and valuable. As nearly the whole
country is represented by the residents of Washington,they can readily procure from their friends (

abroad a rich variety of specimens to increase
their collections.
Great additional interest can be given to mineralsby models of crystals made of pasteboard, by

young hands, giving at the same time great skill
in mechanism. In the public school in the charge
of Mrs. Ilinton we have witnessed a great variety
of such models, made by her pupils, affording to
them the richest possible amusement, with the
most substantial knowledge. Something of the
kind evidently ought to be, and most certainly
will be, introduced into all schools throughout
the country.
Drawing is a species of mechanism, and highly

important to farmers.for mechanics indispensable; as the work in many shops is done entirely from
drawings, no models being used. At the AgriculturalFairs, to be held next autumn, drawings
of animals, plants, and implements used by farmers,will doubtless be furnished in large numbers
and rioh varieties, produced by young hands, both
in schools and families, for that specific objeot.
Agricultural societies, and school superintendents
and trustees, have jointly recommended the measure.it oannot fail of being popular, In tba largestsense of the word..American Telegraph.

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. - NO. 20.

BY JOSIAH HOLBROOK.

Schools gave the irat impetus to geological surveys.Tbe impetus thus given has led to legislativeaction for such surveys In almost every State
in the Union. By such action the treasures of
wealth and of science have been increased to an

unbounded extent. Thousands upon thousands
of scientific collections have been made ; hosts of 1
scientific men have been raised up, now scattered
over our whole oountry, and hidden treasures of
wealth brought to view for the special benefit of
farmers, and, directly or indirectly, of every
American citixen.
The unparalleled progress made from such

humble beginnings, in the advancement of these
two great national objects, science and wealth, rendersthe completion or further progress of the
work easy and certain The schools of the country,indeed of all countries, are certain to be furnishedwith C a HI MKTS OF Natubk and Abt, as

instruments of primary instruction, thus giving
to young minds at their start after knowledge
real substantial ideas, instead of the mere signs of
ideas As many thousand such collections have
already been made by the pupils needing them,
both at school and at home, by the aid of these,
tens and hundreds of thousands will soon be added
to the number. At least, a Cabinet ok AukictLTt'tAL Gkolsiot must inevitably soon be
placed in each of the huadred thousand of Americanschools.virtually, if mot literally.From each a provision, four advantages are
evident, each making large returns for the outley.firtt, increued qualifications of teachere.
all teachers. Such a oabtoet, properly explained
by a manual, must increase knowledge and awaken
mind in any teacher using it, giving increased
value to his instruottone far beyond its oost. To
a oarlain extent, it might give to every teacher
the advantage of a normal school, brought to his
own door, and Int4 his own field of labor. Second,
It would seenre a mere effective was of eohool
funds. Probably no complaint touching sohools is

sore universal on either continent than the par- I
ial or defective application of publio funds pro- 1
ided for their use. A step so certain to awaken <

;eneral interest, and to enlighten the public mind, <

onld not fail to suggest some better mode, or to j
orrect some defects in applying funds provided
or all. Third, the development of mineral and
>ther natural resources Collections likely to be
nade within a week after receiving a cabinet,
roperly labelled, arranged, and described, must
imount to many times its ooet Discoveries would
ilso be made, not unfrequently, of rich ores, useillminerals, and beautiful gems, furnishing vat-
able resouroes to formers, mechanics, and artists.
FbvrtA, the advancement of farming interests. No
me step could probably meet so directly or so ef-
'ectually the desire now oommon among farmers
'or agricultural science. Every former, still bet-
er. farmers' eons, might be put in a wsy to an-

dyze their own eoila^and directed to the most
tradable resouroes, and the beet modes of im-
proving them. To these four advanta^^Aertain i

» arise from cabinets of Agricultural XMty for
ichools, many others might be added IrosHs each <

>f these must exceed many times the cost of the
outlay, more oannot be needed. I
Exi'kkimkn is.Some four years sinoe, the pu
» # .» at v. v. _i i j

pita 01 uia new i or a hcqooib were r^u'mw vj
their SuperioUudent an ! Trustees to oitke collectionsfor their schools and their homes. Within
three weeks from the time of that request, no leas
than fifteen thousand Family Museums were oorntnenoed,each containing specimens showing the
elements of mountains, rocks, and soils, with other
natural and artificial curiosities. A similar requestby Superintendents and Trustees of schools
generally throughout the oountry must soon rendercollections of nature and art among the most
common, as they evidently would be among the
most interesting, of household utensils.

for the Nations! hra.

OI K PILGRIM LIFE.
We're pilgrims.and the path of life
No wilderness would be,

if we would east aside our strife
And hollow mockery,

And scatter words of gentleness
And holy deeds around,

l.iks blossoms which shall brightly gleam
Upon the verdant groundMadefragrant by the thoughts of love,
Which like the dews of night

Nhali sparkle like the crystal, clear,
In morning's golden light.

Around us all ten thousand oords
Mysteriously are twined,

Unseen as is the air we breathe,
Vet binding mind to mind;

And every thought, and every tone,
Upon those cords will thrill,

With discord or with melody,
J lint as out spirits will.

Then let iia, in oar pilgrim life,
Toucb lightly tbone ftnuige strings,

And mUHie wake in other besrtg
That stars our journey iugs.

S. E G.

THE DARKENED CASEMENT.
BY a RACK GREENWOOD.

CHAPTER 1.
What lit your eye* with tearful power,
Like moonlight on a falling shower!
Who lent you, lore, your mortal dower,
Of pensive thought and n*|«et pale,
Vour melancholy sweet and frail

As perfume of the cuokoo xtower 'l

Tnnyien.
Frederic Preston was the eldest son of a respectablemerchant, in one of the most important

seaport towns of New England. He was a young
man of fine personal appearance, a warm and
honorable heart, and a spirit singularly brave and
adventurous. From his boyhood his inclinations
had led him to a sea-faring life, and at the age of
twenty-alE. wheu he is presented to the reader,
he had already made several voyages to the East
Indies, as supercargo in the employ of the house
in which his father was a partner. He was now
at home for a year, awaiting the completion of a

vessel, which was to trade with Canton, and which
he was to command.

Preston had, for all bis love of change and adventure,a taste for literature.always taking a

well-selected library with him on his long voyages.waseven, for one of his pursuits, remarkablefor scholarly attainments; yet, he sometimes
wearied of books and study, and, as he had little
taste for general society, often found the timedrag
heavily in his shore-life. Thus it was that he
one day cheerfully accepted the invitation of his
mother to accompany her to a school examination,
in which his sister was to take a part.
Our young gentleman was shown a seat in

front, near the platform on which were arranged
the "patient pupils"."beauties, every shade of
arown and fair."
He gazed about rather listlessly for a while, but

it leugth his attention became fixed on a young
ady who stood at the black-board, proving with
;reat elegance and precision a difficult proposiionin Euclid. He was observing the admirable
aste of her dress, the delicacy and willowy grsoe
>f her figure, when suddenly, wnue raising her
inn in drawing a diagram, a small comb of shell
Iropped from her head, and a rich mass of hair
'ell oTer her shoulders
And such hair! it was wondrously luxuriant,

lot precisely curly, but rippling all through
rith small glossy wares, just ready to roll thcmlelvesinto ringlets, and of that particular, inh'scribablecolor between a brown and a bright
luburn.
Preston, who felt that the possessor of such

nagnificent hair must be beautiful, waited impaientlyfor a eight at the face of the fair geornerician; but, without turning her bead, she step>edquietly back, took up the comb, quickly rearrangedher hair, and went on wiih hrr probem.It was not till this was finished, and she
ook her seat among the other pupils, that Presonhad a full view of her face. He was more

teenly disappointed than he would havsacknowldged,when he saw only plainness, in place of
he beauty he so confidently expected. V et Dora
Mien was by no means disagreeably plain; her
eatures were regular and her complexion exrcmelyfair. She was only thin, wan, and someskatspiritless in appearance. Iier face was

'sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought".
irith thought her young eye seemed shadowed,
tier brow hardened. Bat there was a sweet and
lovable spirit looking out from the depth of those
ireamy eyes, and hovering about those quiet and
almost colorless lips, which told the observer
that her rare intellectual attainments had not
>tood in the way of hrr simple affections, to hindertheir generous development.
Frederic Preston liked Dora Allen's faoe

iomewhet better as he regarded it more cloeely,
md when, at the cloee of the exerciees, this young
ady was oalled forward to receive the highest
honors of the institution. when she advanced
imidly, and bowed modestly, to be crowned with
i wreath of rose-buds and lilies of the valley,
shile a sudden flush kindled in her cheek, flowed
nto her quivering lipe, and lllumiBatad her whole
xtuntenance, she grew absolutely beautiful in his
yes. I
Our hero was not sorry to learn that Miss Al-

en was the most intimate friend of his sister
Anna, from whom ne soon ascertained mm one

res an orphan, within a few yean past, adopted
by an uncle, a clergyman of the place.that she
sas about eighteen.of an amiable, frank, and
noble disposition, yet chiefly distinguished for
Her fine, intellectual endowments and studious
habits

1 will not dwell on what ay shrewd reader
tlready anticipates.the love and marriage of
h'rederio I'reaton and Dora Allen. 1 will not
lwell on the sad parting soenes, when, within six
nonths from "the happiest day of his life," Cap.urnPreston set sail for Canton, his brave spirit
strangely oast down, the onoe gay light of his
yes quenched io tears, and with a long tress of
rich auburn hair lying close against his heart.
On account of some bnsinese arrangements

vhich bs was to make at Canton, hs muat be
tbeent somewhat more than two years. He deliredgreatly to take his young wifs with him,
>ut feared, from knowing her delicate organiseion,thst she oould not endure the voyage. He
eA her in a pretty oottage-home, which he himwlfhad fitted up for her,In sight of the harbor.
Dora had liviag with bar a widowad eldar steer,whose society and aeeialanoe were much oomortto her, in her otherwise moot lonely lot.
Among the many latter* which Captain Preetcn

aceived from his loving and constant wifa during
tie absence, there waa one which he read with
leculiar joy. with tears of grataful emotion,
'or this was not alone from the bride of bin boom,but from the mother of his child. Thua
rrote Dors:
"Oar bey is four weeks old to-day, and my

leart is already gladdened by bis striking resemblanceto you, dearest. He has your fine olive
complexion, your large black eyes, and dark,curling hair. I call him Frederic, and have greatjoy in often repeating the beloved name."

It was early on an April morning that the merchantman' Bay State'' came into harbor. '
Scarcely waiting for daylight, Captain Preston 1
took his way homeward. He found only Mrs '

Mason, his sister-in-law, up; but received from
her happy greeting the assurance that all was
well. With his heart on his lips, he softly stole
up to Dora's favorite room, a pleasant chamber
which looked out on the sea. He entered and
reached her bed-side unheard. She was yet sleep-ing, and Frederic observed that hvr hair had es-
caped from her pretty mnslin cap. and was floatingover her neck and bosom.then looking closer,
he saw peeping through it two mi-chievous black
ryes.a pair of bright, parted lips.a ro«y, chubby,dimpled little face.yes, caught his first view
>r nie tnrant boy through a veil of the mother's
beautiful hair. Then, with a light laugh, he heat
lown.and clasping them both, calling their names,
ind in a moment seemed to hold all heaven in his
arms.

CHAPTER II.
" I »e» her nuw.I kneel.I ihricfcIeleap her veetnre.bnt ehe fade*, e.tll la-lee,
And ehe u (one eweet human love ie gene!
'Tie only wheu they spring to Heaven that angrle
Reveal themselves to yon." Browning.

From that time the voyages of Captain Preston
were not so long as formerly, and he often spent
many months, sometimes a year or two, with his
family. He frequently spoke of reaigning his seafaringlife altogether, but was ever concluding that
he was not yet in a situation to render the step a

prudent one for his business interests. Finally,
when he had been about fifteen years married, he
set out on what he intended and promised his
family should be his last voyage. He was at this
time the father of three children the bob, of whom
we have spoken, a healthful, high-spirited boy;
and two daughters, Pauline ami Louise.the first
greatly resembling her father, the second very
like the mother.

Captain Preaton was pained to leave his gentle
wife looking paler and more thin than usual, aud to
observe, for she said nothing of it, that she was
troubled with a slight cough. Yet he was of a
most hopeful spirit, and even as he heard her
low voice, and saw her faint smile, so much sadderthan tears, be trusted that the comiDg summerwould bring her health and more cheerful
spirits.

Mrs. Preston had usually a remarkable control
V »: 1 _ 1!.I-

UTcr ucr pmuiui cujuhuub, nuu wan {>cuuusnj
calm in all seasons of trial ; but at this parting
she clung long and closely about ber husband's
nock.it seemed that she could not let him go She
buried her faoe in bis bosom, and wept and sobbed
in irrepressible anguish.
At last, unwinding her fond arma. he resigned

her, half-fainting, to the care of her sister, hastily
embraced his children,and rushed from the house.
He heard his name called in a wild, pleading
voice, yet he dared not Jook back, but ran down
the long garden-walk, and paused not till he had
reached the road. He lifted his eyes to that pleasantwindow looking out on the sea, and there stood
Dora, weeping and waring her slender white
hand. He drew his cap over his eyes, turned
again, and hastened down to the hhrbor.

During this last absence, Captain Preston receivedbut one letter from his wife.but this was

very long.a sort of journal, kept through the
spring and summer succeeding his departure. In
ail this, though Dora wrote most pleasantly of
home affairs, and very particularly of the children,
she made no mention of the state of her own

health, and this he knew not whether to regard as
matter of assurance or apprehension
At length he was on his homeward voyage.

was fast approaching bis native shores. Never
had he looked forward to reaching port with
suoh eager, boyish impatience. never had his
weary heart so longed for the rest and joy of.
home.

tiui a severe storm cams up,Jui*v« thutu ot>

their oourse, and kept them beating about, so that
for some days they made no headway One night.
it was a Sabbath night.Captain Preston, completelyexhausted, tlung his cloak around him, and
threw himself down on the oabin-tloor for a little
rest, for he could not lie in his berth It was full
midnight.his eyes closed heavily at once.he
was fast falling into sleep, w hen he thought he
heard his name called very softly, but in a tone
whioh pieroed to the deeps of his heart. He lookedup, half raising himself, and Dora was b-fttt
him.' Yes, his own Don, it seemed, with her own
familiar faoe, still sweet and loviug in its looks,
though it seemed strangely glorified hy the shiningforth of a soft, inward light Again she spoke
his name, drew nearer, and bent down, as though
to kiss his forehead, lie did not feel the prossureof her lips but he looked into the eyes above
him.her own dear eyes, and read there a mournful,unspeakable tenderness.a divine intensity,
an eternity of love. He reached out his arms
and called her name aloud ; but she glided, faint
smiling, from his fond embrace.the blessed vision
faded, and he was alone.alone in the dim cabin
of a storm-rocked vessel, with the tempest shriekingthrough the cordage, with the black heights
of a midnight heaven above, and the blacker
depths of a boiling sea below.

rrederio Preston did not sleep that night, la
spite or ah tbfl efforts or ma reason, uu heart was

racked with sniiety, or oppressed with a mortal
heaviness.

In the courne of the following day the storm
abated, and they afterwards orowded all sail for
land ; yet it was n week ere they cast anchor in

harbor. It was ten o'olock at night, and
Captain Preston was immediately rowed to shore.
Without waiting to speak to any one, he hurried
up the road towards his oottage. As he drew
near the bend in the road, by the clump of pines,
he said to himself that if all were well at home,
there would surely be a light shining from that
irindow of Dora's chamber looking out on the sea.
But as he came in full view, he paused, and dared
not look up, while the thiok, high beating of his
heart seemed almost to sn(Too»te him. At last,
^hiding himself for this womanish weakness, he
raised his eyes.and all rets dark f

lis hardly knew how after this he made his
iray up the garden walk, to the cottage, nor bow,
irhen finding it all closed, h» still had strength to
50 on to his father's house, where he wss received
with many tears, by his parents, his sisters, aud
his children. The deep mourning dress of the
whole sad group told of itself the story of his
iesolstion. For some time, he neither spoke nor

wept, but supported by his lkther, end leaning his
head on his mother's breeet, he swsyed back end
forth, while his deep, incessant groans shook his
strong frame, and burdened all the air about him.
Finally, in h scarce audible roiee, he asked

u When did she go, motherT*
" Last Sunday, near midnight, my son."
" Thank God, it was she, then f I saw her last I

She came to me.her blessed angel came to bid
me farewell. Oh, that divine love whioh could
not die with thee, Dors, Dure I"
Then with a light over his face, which was

almost a smile, he turned to his poor children,
gathered them to his embrace, and wept with
itfffl'

Mrs. Preston, who, as we have said, had ever

been fragile and delicate, had at last died of s

raoid decline. She had been confined to her
room but a few weeks, and to her bed soarcely *

1st. She passed away with great tranquillity of
iplrit, though suffering much physioal pain, tier
children were with her at the last, and her patienoe,serenity, and holy resignation, seemed to

repress the passionate outbursts of their childish
prief till all was over.

It was not nntil some time had passed that CaplainPreston felt himself able to open a large
package placed in hie hands by his mother, and
which Dora had left for hiin sealed up and directedwith her own hand, the very day before
the died.
At length, seeking his own now desolate home,

tod shotting himself up in that dear familiar
shamher, with the pleasant window looking oat
m the sea.there where he bed seen her last.
where she had breathed out her nure spiritwhereher form had lain in death -there he lifted
lis heart to God for wtrength, kissed the seal and
>roks it. Befors him lay a rich mass of dark autorn hair.Dora's beautiful hair I With a low
try. half joy, half pain, b« caught it pressed it
>0 his lips sod heart, and bedewed it with his
ibundant tears. Saddenly he observed that those

ong, bright treeees were wound about a letter.
i letter addressed to him in Dora's own familiar
land. He sank into a seal, unfolded the precious
nissive.and read.what we will give in the chap«rfollowing.

CHAPTKK III.
" Karta on my soul U strong. too strungToeprwituus la its okain,
All worts >4 »ky lots, dear friend,
Vst rata.thsagh mighty. rain!

" A little while between r nr heart*
Tbe ehmlowy gulf muit lie,

Vet lute we (or their aommuuiDg
Still, still eternity.'' Heninns

THK LRTTRR.
" Frederic, my dearest.pride of my heart.

ore of my youth.my husband! A sweet, yet
most mournful taek itt mine, to write to you words
which you may not read until my voice is hushed
In the grave.till the heart that prompts is cold
tnd pulseless.till the hand that traces is moulderinginto dust. Ves, I am called from you.from
our children.and you are not near to comfort
me with your love in this dark season. But 1
must not add to your sorrow by thus weakly indulgingmy own. Though it may not be mine to
feel your tender hand wiping the death-dew from
my brow.though I may not pant out my soul on

your dear breast, nor feel your strong, unfailing
love sustaining me as I go.yet 1 shall not be all
forsaken, nor grope my way in utter darkness,
but, leauing on the arm of our Redeemer,descend
into ine valley or ine snaiow or acatn/

" And now, dearest, I would speak to you of
our children, our children, of whoee real charactersit has happened that you know comparativelylittle. I would tell you of my hopes and wishes
concerning them.would speak with all the
mournful earnestness of a dying mother, knowing
that you can well understand the mighty care at
my heart.

" There is Frederic, my ' summer child,' our
bright-eyed, open-browed boy, almost all we could
desire in a son. I resign him into your hands
with much joy. pride, and hope. Even were my
life to be spared, my work in his education were
now nearly done. 1 have had much happiness in
remarking his talent, his enthusiasm, his due
physical organization, his vigorous health, his
gay, elastic spirits.and far more in being able to
believe him perfectly honest and truthful in character.Oh, my husbaud, can we not see in him
the germ of a noble life, the possible of a glorious
destiny?
"Yet, Frederic has some faults, clear even to

my sight. 1 think him too ambitious of mere

greatness, cf distinction as an nui, rather than as
the means of attaining some higher good Teach
him, dear husband, that such ambition is but a
cold inu*W»il selfishness, or a fever thirst of
the soul; a blind and headlong passion that miserablydefeats itself in the end. Teach him th%t
the immortal spirit should here seek honor and
wealth only as means and aids in fulfilling file
purest and holiest, and therefore the highest, purposesof our being to do good.simple koo<1.to
leave beneficent ' footprints on the sands of
time'.to plant the heaven-flower, happiness, in
some of life's desolate places.to speak true words,
which shall be hallowed in human hearts.strong
words, which shall be translated into action, in
humau lives. And oh! teach him what 1 have
ever earnestly nought to inspire.a hearty devotionto the right.a fervent love of liberty.a
humble reverence for humanity. Teach him to
yield his ready worship to God's truth, wherever
he may meet it.followed by the multitude strewingpalm-branchra, or forsaken, denied, and cruoiticd.Teach him to honor his own nature by a

brave and upright life, and to stand for justice
and freedom against the world

" 1 have seen with joy that Frederic has an utteraversion to the society of fops, spendthrifts,
and skeptios. 1 believe that his moral principles
are assured, his religious faith clear. Yet 1 fear
that he is sometimes too impressible, too passive
and yielding. Uis will needs strengthening, not
Btibduing. Teach him to be watchful of his independence,to guard jealously his manliness. I
know that 1 need not charge you to infuse into
his mind a true patriotic spirit, free from cmt and
bravado.to oouusel him agaiust poor party feuds
and narrow politioal prejudices. God grant that
you muy live to see our Bon, if not one of the
world's great men, one whose pure life shall radiategood and happiness.whose strong and symmetricalcharacter shall be a lesson of moral greatness,a type of true manhood

41 Our daughter Pauline is a happy and healthfulgirl, with a good, though by no means a great
intellect. She has a dangerous dower in her rare
beauty, aud 1 pray you, dear Frederic, teach ner
not to glory in that perishing gift. She is not, I
fear, utterly free from vanity, and she is sometimesarrogant and wilful. I have even seen her
show a consciousness of her personal advantages
toward her less favored sister. You wilf seek to
check this imperiousness, to subdue this will.but
not with severity, for, with all, Pauline is warmheartedand generous. You know that she is tall
for her age, and is fast putting away childish
things, li will not be long uow before as a young
lady she will enter sooiety. I surely need not

charge you to be ever near her.to watch well
lest a poor passion for dress and a love of admirationinvade and take possession of her mind, loweringher to the heartless level of fashionable life;
to teach her to despise flatterers and fops . to
shrink from the ostentatious, the sensual, the pro-
fane, the sending and unbelieving. 1 feel assured
that you will imbue her spirit with your own
reference for honest worth, And your own noble
enthusiasm for truth and the right.an enthusiAsmnever lovelier thau when it lights the eye and
glows on the lips of a lovely woman.

" For my daughter Louise, our youngest, 1 have
most anxiety, for she seems to have inherited my
own physical delicacy, And has moreover an intenseafl'ctionateness and a morbid sensibility,
which together are a misfortune. Pear husband,
deal gently with this poor little girl of mine, for
to you I will ooufoss that at ibis hour she lies
nearest my heart, lier whole nature seems to
overflow with love for all about her, but the sweet
waters are ever being embittered by the feeling
that she is not herself an object of pride, scarcely
of affection, to us. She is very plain, you know.
yet, look at her, Nhe is not ugly.her plainness is
that of languor ami ill health Poor Louise is seldomwell, though she never complains, except
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also inherits from me an absorbing passion for
reading and study, and perhaps you will think it
strange in me when I call upon you, earneetly entreatyou, to thwart and overoome this, if possible.notforcibly, nor suddenly, hut by substitutingother pleasures and pursuits.thus turning
the current of her thoughts
"Though I do not remember to have evsr been

very strong, yet I do not think that 1 bad at the
first any disease in my constitution. Yet what
was the course pursued in my training? It was

unfortunately discovered that 1 was a gentui, and
so I was early put to study.my young brain
stimulated into unhealthy action, the warm blood
driven from my cheek and lip, the childish light
quenched in tny eye, by a thoughtful and sedentarylife. I wasted long bright mornings over

books, wbeu 1 should have been riding over the
hills, or frolicking with the waves .rambling
through the healthful pine woods, or fishing from
the rocks, inhaling the invigorating ocean breezes
And sweet evenings, instead of strolling abroad
in the summer moonlight, I sat within doors, alone,
wrapt in deep, vague reveriee; and on winter
nights I rsad and wrote, or pored over Euclid, or

Virgil, in my close, dull ebaraber, instead ofjoiningthe laughing, chatting circle below, mingling
in the dance and merry g-twe.

" Yet, it was not alone my paeeion for etudy
which prevented me from taking that vigorous
eiercise, snd indulging in thoss out door amusementsso absolutely accessary for both physical
and mental health, but ideas of propriety and
feminine delicacy carefully inculcated and
wrought into my character. 1 have since seen
lOeir lonjr, uu' iw I»m. nami »u<i uiu awwiatfouewore too strong for the new prinoiples.
"Ah, bad my earl/ training been different.

had I been suffered to remain a ohild, a aimple,
natural child, through the appointed season of
childhood.had my girlhood been more free and
careless, leaa proper, and etudioua, and poetio.i
might now have been in my happiaat eeaeon, the
prime of a rich and uaeful life. Bat m it ie, now,
when my husband la at last returning home for
hia life-real.when my aon ia aoon to take bia flrat
alep into the world.when my daughter" need me

moot, at thirty fivt my oourae ia already ran! Ob.
Frederic, tee that our little pale-faoed Louiae doea
not pursue her mothaFa miatahen oourae. doea
not re-Ura her mother's imperfect eiistence.
Take her out into the fields, on to the beach.
teach her to ride, to row. to clamber, to fear
neither aunahine nor rain.let freah air In upon
her life, get her young heart in lore with nature,
and all will be well with the ohild, I doubt not.

44 Your own dear mother haa promised to lake
home our children when 1 am gone, and hare
charge of them, with your content, for aome years
to come The education of oar daughters you
ahould direct, for too alone know^ plana aod
wishes Aa to their marriage, that teems ao far
in the fature that you will scarcely eipeet ma to

apeak on the subject I can only say, dearest,
teach our children, in the coming years, nerer to

be oontent with a union which promises lew of
love, harmony, sad Iruat, than have made the
b leasednets of eura."

44 I wrote the foregoing, dear Frederic, more

than two weeks ago, asd now i must say farewell

to you. for my hours are indeed few. I think I
may not see another morning on earth. I have
of late suffered much about midnight, from extremedifficulty of breathing, and something telle
me that I shall not survive another such season
Hut I am not dismayed ; God is yet with me in
His sustaining Spirit, and I fear no evil.

' And now, my husband, before I go, let me
thank and bless you for all your tenderness and
patience toward me, in the years gone by And,
oh ! let me implore yon not to sorrow too bitterly
when I am dead. We have been very happy in
one another's love, and in our children-.our childrenstill left to you. Can you not say,' blessed
be the name of the Lord?'

44 I enclose with this my hair, just severed from
my head. I remember to have often heard you
say that you might never have loved me but for
this happy attraction.my one beauty. 1 desired
my sister to cut it for you, and she tried to do so,
but the scissors fell from her hand, and she went
out, sobbing bitterly. Then I looked around with
a troubled expression, 1 suppose, on our Fred-
erio. lie understood it, came at once to my side,
and calmly, though with some tears, cut from the
head of his dyiDg mother this sad legacy for his
poor absent father. Is he not a noble boy ?

41 I will not say to you, farewell forever, for 1
»uow your living Uitli in Uoa, who will bring us

home, where there shall be 'no more pain, nor

sorrow, nor crying' And, Frederic, if it be permitted,I will see you once more, even here To
me it seems that my lore would find you, whereveryou might be in the wide universe of God,
and that my freed spirit would seek you lirsi.
over the deep, through night and tempest, cleavingyour way to its side. But as Ileaven willeth,
it shall be!
"And now, farewell! best and dearest, farewell!My beloved . my beloved! Oh, that 1

could ootnpress into human words the divine
measure of the love which glows and yearns in
my heart at this hour! That love the frost of
death cannot chill, the night of the grave oannot
quench, it is bound up with the immortal life of
my soul.it shall live for thee in the heavens, and
be thy eternal possession there.

" May God comfort thee in thy loneliness, my
love, my husband 1

"Again, again farewell! Now, indeed, the
bitterness of death is past. And yet, once more,
jaretcellf Thy Dona."

* For the National Kra.

OBLIGATIONS OF THE SECULAR PERIODICAL
PRESS OF OCR COUNTRY TO AMERICAN
LITERATURE.

No. a.
The Periodical Pi ess the Censor of the Book Press.
A just devotion of the Becular press to National

Literature would not tend to obliterate the distinctionsnow obtaining of political, commercial,
agricultural, and family newspapers, would not
divert them from their appropriate objects, nor

convert them all into literary journals It would
doubly qualify them for their respective secular
spheres, it would redeem them from coarseness

and scurrility ; it would elevate indefinitely the
entire secular press It would dignify the details
of trade ; it would soften the asperities of politi-
cal conflicts; it would ennoble the processes of

agriculture, by associating these multifarious interestswith American Literature.
The first topic of discussion is the relations of

the secular periodical press of our country to its
Literature.
The Press, in its widest signification, is thr

organ of Literature. Painting and Sculpture
still cling to the oanvoss and marble; hut Literaturehas discarded the bark, the skin, and the
tablets of stone and wax, to emhraoe tho press,
and now "the main haunt and region of her
song," of her historic narrative, of her philosophicdisquisition, and even of her eloquence, are

the book, the magaiine, and the periodic sheet.
Libraries ami reading-rooms are the repositories
of Literature; bookstores aud publishing estub1lishments are the exponents of its progress and
its profits. The thinker is in league with the

printer. The productions of learning and genius
are contracted for in advance by the tradesmen

the steam press and not unfrequently the
first instalments are paid before the literary Minervashave leaped from the fertile brain of authorship.The mass oration, the senatorial speech,
the legal argument, the judicial decision, the pulpitdiscourse, is telegraphed, printed, and read,
almost before it has ceased to he pronounced.
The facility of printing, the cheapness of books,
the multiplicity of readers of divers tastes and
demands, have stimulated'every species and grade
of talent, and turned all intellectual activity into
the channel that flows with ink. Ms that imagines,or feels, or reasons, or dreams, must invoke
the modern genii, the pen and the press. Me
that muses poetically, or retrospects historically,
or investigates scientifically, or ponders ethically,
or studies philosophically, you may depend upon
it, is getting ready to appear in block and white.
Who may not writs / and who that writes may
not fiod publishers and puffers 7

i oe press, oy im prouigiuus enterprise, ana ny |
the powerful incentives it baa furnished, baa done
no inconsiderable evil to Literature. It baa
crowded tbe literary profession.if tbat may be
called profession wbicb shape or form, system or

rule, has none in our country.with numberless
adventurers, eager to see themselves in print, and
intent upon attracting notice, or upon getting
gain, but as regardless of the interests of Literature

as they are ignorant of its principles. It
has tempted some to venture upon authorship
prematurely, others to write with fatal haste, and
others to write too much. It has fostered a speciesof light literature, disclaimed alike by good
morale and good taste, yet adnpted to the depravedappetites of multitudes of readers. It
has degraded the standards of criticism. It has
swept away the landmarks of taste as by a Hood
It has silenced the.demand for exoellsnoe, by
raising a clamor for abundanoe. It has cheapenedliterature about in the ratio that it has
cheapened books. Hut these are temporary evils
They are the chaos out of which a new world of
letters Is to emergt. The proas has encumbered
literature by its virgin luiurianoe, and its un-

regulated issues. The press must itself be regulated.But what shall regulate the preee I Ian-
swer, the periodical press must regulate the book
press Here is tha first relation to be notioed. of
tbe eecul >r periodical press to our National Literature.It is the relation of critic of books. This
is the provinoe of tbe periodical press, in the natureof tbe case, ami by common consent. The
book press oannot be its own censor.it could not
be trusted with that task Authors and publishersrsoognise this function as belonging to tbe periodicalpress, and accordingly employ various
expedients to propitiate editors. This responsibilityof the periodical press with regard to books,
respects its province of advertiser as well as that
of critic. In l>oth these oapaoiiies it Is bound to
be faithful to literature Aa advertisement of a

new publication is itself a virtual andorarinent of
it; an<i as the sworn sentinels of our infant literrature,the periodicals of thia day ought to have
a standing rule, (which no Journal ought to disregardwith impunity ) not to advertise a book of
a bad literary character. Let auoh books die,
without benefit of the new* prees, they can be
ensily spared If tbeir authors luior. any literary
merit in them, such a "sound letting-alone" will
be likely to bring it out. The critical depart-
rnent is more influential, and demands more at-
tcntion in these observations. The destiny of a
new poor book lies mainly with the periodicals
A condemnatory notioe from a single leading paperis almost certain death to a book, unleaa It
have vital merit auflioiant to pass the ordeal of
fire, in whioh oese it will reoeive no detriment
eventually from severe handling. Let the periodicalpreaa become estenalvely homogeneous in
teste, and congenial In devotion to literature, and
indifferent books would fall from the publishers'
shelves like blasted figs. What an omnipotent
influence the secular journals wield bv means of
their oritioal notices of new works! No earthly
consideration should Induos editors to prostitute
this influence by wrltlnc commendations of"books
badly eoneeived," crudely reasoned, and poorly
written.books whioh the genius of literature
would Indignantly repudiate. Neither advertisingpatronage, nor donations of gilt, Turkevboundvolumes, nor any other attentions of publishersor anthers, should blind journalists to

M

their duties as censors of the book press. The
course of some editors in indiscriminately puffing
every book that is laid on their tables, ought to
be sternly discountenanced by the fraternity. It
is even reported that some editors are in the habit
of puffing, or, as the fancy may take them, of censuring.books which they have scarcely taken the
trouble to look into! There would >eem to be
some foundation for |bis rumor; for it does nor.
seem possible for onCjnan to read carefully and
critically one-half thff books which are weekly or
daily noticed by our journalist*, even should he
have nothing rise to do; and at the same time
most editors have too much to do besides, if done
well, to admit of their reading at all. Here in
something radically unsound in the present editorialsystem; the papers suffer from it much,
literature more. This subject shall be investigatedhereafter. A laudatory notioe of a work net

rtitd, is of course worthless in lteelf. though it
may put money in the purse of the trade, ami giro
a temporary celebrity to the writer; but at the
same time it is a cruel wrong to literature, as

much so aa a condemnatory notice under the same

circumstances would be to the author aod publisher.The want of principle on thia point is
amnting and humiliating There are but few
papers whose opinion of a new book has much
olaim to respect, simply because there arc so few
conductors of periodicals who wid before they
roview a work. It is to be feared we have not a
few imitators of that eminent critic, Dr Johnson,
who, while assuming to be the exponent of the
canons of criticism, and the arbiter of books, seldomread one through.
The present system of critical notices is discreditableto the periodical press. Even the few

papers that pretend to be discriminating and independent,occasionally defer too much in their
notices of books to the reputation of the authors
It is not long sinoe, induced by the favorable noticeof an Eastern (religious) paper of the first
rank, distinguished for the ability and fearlessnessof its criticisms, I purchased a new work
from the pen of a respectable divine of an Easterncity. I opened the book with high expectations,for the theme was a noble one; yet, on

reading, with the least possible critical alertness
at first, 1 detected errors of style from the very
outset, and nearly every page was marred with
literary inaccuracies, denoting unpardonable
haste, if not incompetency for book-writing.
The relation we are now considering is one the

importance of wVich can hartffy oe overrated. ¥f
the periodical press have any responsibility at all
regarding the interests of literature, it must have
a supervision of books. Had books can never
make n good literature Let bad books be proscribedby the press, and we shall have good books
written. There are multitudes of book* t>ro-
duced whose authors seek, in preface or advertisement,to propitiate favor by disclaiming oil pretensionsto literature. Very rarely such works deserveto be, and in these cases generally the modestyof the authors has done injustice to their
literary qualities. Authors are indifferent judges
of the literary merits of their own productions,
and still less qualified are they usually to deoide
that their books have other excellences sufficient
to give them a claim to existence in spite of their
literary delinquencies. There is quite a dispotion,however, among book-makers, to urge this
plea, jmrticularly among reformatory and religiouswriters, who seem to he thoroughly posaessedwith the idea that treatises in the department
of practical religion owe no nllegianogfto the laws
of literature It will never answer to admit a

position so disparaging to the dignity of literature.The periodical press should guard this
point with the utmost vigilance. The religious
anl secular press have a joint responsibility in
(lis matter The subject-matter of a book.its
being sacred or secular.should havo no influence
in shielding it from the strictures of either class
or journals critically regardeu, ail hooks stand
on the same footing, as contributions to the NationalLiterature; and if they fail in that, there
is a good reason for condemning them, uor should
the saorednees of their subjects, or the beuevolenceof their aim, shield them from the censure
of the periodical press, both religious and secular.
It ttiey uouiaiu mutter Wurlii presofvttliou, them
is the greater need of their being pood hooks, and
greater occasion therefore for recommitting them
to the hands of their authors, »/ '>» instructtout to
recast them in the approved moulds of literature.

if the hundreds of secular presses throughout
our land were faithful to their obligations in this
particular, if each paper had a faithfully ahd ably
conducted critical department, the era of AmericanLiterature would bo hastened. If every paper
were rri/mrtd, by the sentiment of the reading
public, to maintain such a department, there
would be fewer papers, as well as fewer books,
and Literature would be doubly blessed. The
standard of editorial fitness would be far higher
than it now is, and our periodical literature would
be sensibly improved. J.A^T.

For the National Kra.

APPOINTMENT OP POSTMASTERS-PACTS.
Let me now give some facts illustrative of the

statements in my last.
There are in Ohio, as per last " Hlue Hook,''

on* thousand four hundred and forty-ei^ht post office*.
I select one of these located on the Western Reserve,with whose history I am familiar. There
are (by some authorities) only seven offices on the
Reserve and ouly twenty-nine in the wholeSute,
which afford a greater revenue to the Department.
It was established in 1N32. It has hud six Postmastersone, who held the office two years, was

the choice of the people all the others were appointedwithout consulting, and against the wish
of the people. No one of the Ave did or oould
have obtained a respectable minority vote at tho
time of his appointment. Three of the Ave were

imported from abroad expressly for the office, and
.11 .... ...rw.Ik. 1..H.r.r ...... Il.ln.
nil n»i« np|/uiuvvM j vuo luuuvuuu wi iuvu iifiu^

abroad, for the very honorable purpose of rewardingfavorite* or punishing enemies Tbo
firat two were aery illiterate men ; they were altogetherincompetent to ordinary buainoea detail*
They were obliged to have othera to keep their
account* and make their "return*." One waa

imported.both were appointed by foreign iuHtience,but without any partloular notice from the
people. In their caae, there waa probably no re
monatranoe.

In JM1 there waa a change in the politioa of
the Adminietration at Waabington. Then the
third man, the choioe of the people, waa appointed,
it ahould be aaid, however, that he waa appointed
by the out-going Adminietration And. doubtless,
that ia the only reaaon why the wishes of the peoplewere heeded in thia instance,

.Since then, when there waa a change eipnoted,
the people have regularly elected a man in open
public meeting, and earneetly repeated hia appointment,and aa earneatly remonstrated against
the appointment of any and every body elae, but
with no eil'eet The candidates were ohoeen
abroad, and the people had only the connotation
of being told to " help themaelvea if they could "

Of tbeae three, two were imported. Neither had
a aingle vote of the people. The other waa a cit:
i»en, and had aix vote* out of one hundred and
forty-three, the number cast at the publio meeting
By voting their choice, hy petition*, by remonatrancea,and by appeal* to the throne, and to "the

power I*hind the throne," all vigorously prose
cuted, the oitixen* have tried to get suoh meu appointedas were reaeonablr competent, and reasonablyaccommodating All their effort* worn
useless When Mr. waa asked
whether he would reconsider hi* appointment, he *

said " If any man nomas here to name tfcf
pott ofhea, i will kiek him out doora"«HI feat, it
is said, he has sometimes accomplished; and thia,
too, when there was on file in his offtoe the protestof nearly every business man in the town,
againat hla appointees.and when he know they
wora men to whom no huslnaaa inan would Intrust
hia own private nffitlr*.
The ottioe hu almost alwaye been closed sovrralof the oommon business hours of the day

md, pretty uniformly, it le closed at un earlier
hour in the evening than are the atorea and shops
in the village Thle ia often a great hindrance
and annoyaaoe, especially to those who live in
ike oountry, and who ooms into town in tho
evening, as also to those who live near, when,
aa ia the case a part of the year, the mail arrives
at a late hour in the day. It ia often nloaod aa

aoon aa thoae are served who tuay he waiting thn
tnall'e arrival. During some hours of the day,
there la a crowd of murmuring people, wailing
for the offioe to open. Many, many houre aro

daily loet in thia way.
Theae laet iocumbenta have been eo unaooommodatingaa to ba termed " croaa " and " orat>hed "

men. S'omelimaa their acta have been positively
ontrageoua but, more ooinmooly, they have been
such little, petty, mean, vexatioua acta, aa to readerinleroouree with them very annoviag.
These tbinga, the oloeing of the oliioe, and the

laok of reasonable aooominodation in their 0U1oialinleroouree, haveotuaed more heart burning*
and more general oomplainte than anything else.
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